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" Yes," said Lindsay, pushing by Ruthven, and approaching the table, " yes, we require a clear, precise, definite reply, without mental reservations."
" You are exacting, my Lord/7 said the Queen. "You would hardly have the right to expect so much at my hands, if I were on the other side of the lake, with my freedom, and surrounded by a trusty escort; but within these walls, behind these bars, in the heart of this darksome fortress, though I might say that I sign voluntarily, you would not believe me. But what matters it, you desire my signature, and I will give it you. Melville, pass me the pen."
" I hope, however," said Lord Ruthven, " that your Grace does not contemplate entering a protest at some future day against your present action, based upon the position you now occupy."
The Queen had already leaned over to write her name, her hand was already on the paper, when Lord Ruthven spoke. But the words were no sooner out of his mouth, than she rose haughtily to her feet, and let the pen fall from her hand.
" My Lord," she said, " a moment since your demand was for an abdication pure and simple, and I was on the point of signing it. But if to that abdication a post-scriptum is to be added to the effect that I renounce my rights to the throne of Scotland, of my own motion, and as if I deemed myself unfit to sit thereon, why that I will never sign for the three crowns which have been stolen from me one after another."
"Beware, Madame!" shouted Lindsay, seizing the Queen's wrist in his iron gauntlet, and pressing it with all the strength of his wrath, " beware, for our patience is at an end, and we may well end by breaking what will not bend,"